Helen pushed her way out during the applause. She
desired to be alone. The music had summed up to her all
that had happened or could happen in her career. She read
it as a tangible statement, which could never be superseded,
The notes meant this and that to her, and they could have
no other meaning, and life could have no other meaning!
She pushed right out of the building, and walked slowly
down the outside staircase, breathing the autumnal air,
and then she strolled home.
* Margaret,5 called Mrs Munt, "is Helen all right?9
'Oh yes.9
* She is always going away in the middle of a programme,9
said Tibby.
"The music has evidently moved her deeply,5 said
Fraulein Mosebach.
'Excuse me,3 said Margaret's young man, who had for
some time been preparing a sentence, sbut that lady has,
quite inadvertently, taken my umbrella.'
* Oh, good gracious me! -I am so sorry. Tibby, run after
Helen.5
'I shall miss the Four Serious Songs if I do.'
* Tibby love, you must go.'
*It isn't of any consequence,9 said the young man, in
truth a little uneasy about his umbrella.
* But of course it is. Tibby I Tibby! *
Tibby rose to his feet, and wilfully caught his person on
the backs of the chairs. By the time he had tipped up the
seat and had found his hat, and had deposited his full score
in safety, it was 'too late' to go after Helen. The Four
Serious Songs had begun, and one could not move during
their performance,
* My sister is so careless,* whispered Margaret.
'Not at all,* replied the young man; but his voice was
dead and cold.
1 If you would give me your address -*
*Oh, not at all, not at all*; and he wrapped his greatcoat
over his knees.
Then the Four Serious Songs rang shallow in Margaret's
ears. Brahmsa for all his grumbling and grizzling, had
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